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nobody touched her. She only dropped the foal recently,
and old Sashka took such great care of that little foal, you^
wouldn't believe 1 He carried it about in his arms and gave
it milk and some herb potion from a horn, to make it stronger
on its legs. And then trouble came on us ! Three days ago
three men rode up late in the afternoon. Sashka was mowing*.
grass in the orchard. They shouted at him ' Come here,
you this and that 1 * He threw down his scythe, went over
and greeted them ; but they wouldn't look at him, only
drank milk and asked him ' Have you got any horses ? '
And he said: f We've got one, but she's no good for your
military work; she's a mare, and she's suckling a foal!
The most savage of the three shouted * That's nothing to
do with you! Bring the mare here, you old devil! My
horse has got a chafed back, and I've got to change her.'
Sashka should have submitted and not stood out over the
mare? but you know what a character the old man was. . . ,
There were times when the master himself couldn't make^
him hold his tongue. I expect you remember."
" And so he didn't hand her over ? " Prokhor intervened
in the story.
" Why, how could he help handing her over ? He only
said to them : * Before you came we've had I don't know
how many horsemen come and take away all the horses,
but they all had pity on this one, so why should you . . /
That made them angry: ' But they say, you lickspittle,
that you're keeping her for your master/ Well, and they
pulled him away. . . . One of them led out the mare and
began to saddle her, and the foal crawled under her to the-
teat. Old Sasha began to plead: ' Have pity, don't take
her! Where is the foal to go ? ' ' I'll show you where/
another of them said and drove the foal away from its
mother, slipped his rifle from his shoulder and fired at it.
I burst into tears. ... I ran up and pleaded with them, and
I got hold of Sasha and tried to lead him out of trouble,
but as he looked at the foal his little beard began to shake,
he .went as white as a wall and said: ' If that's the case,
then shoot me too, you son of a bitch ! ' He rushed at them
and dung to them, and wouldn't let them saddle the mare.
And they went mad and killed him on the spot. I was near
crazed when they fired at hfny . . . And now I can't think